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set—

'
lie there sleeping so calmly when I am

in such an awrul plight?

? And Morris,
to0.

Remember I shall never forgive

you if you don’t come at the first peep
It must be

of dawn and liberate me.
almost daylight now, but it's so dark in
Pere that I cannot tell. At any rate,
it i= past 3, and going on 4, and isn't it
daylight now at 4 o'cloek? Come and
get me out of this for the love of
hecven! 1'm mot in Orange. 1 didn't
go. I've heen robbed -ind locked in—in
a storage house cell! Come and save
me quickly I impiore you.”

Abonut Morris I was naturally skep-
tical.
any circamstances, and even if he had
dreamed wmost vividiy of my predica-
ment ‘he would simply have attributed
it to his midnight supper and have gone
to sleep again, with a man's custom-
ary indifference to portents.

Nevertheless T went on wailing to the

walls Had 1 kept still T should have
gone crazy, T am sure, with those noisy
rats keeping up their maudlin racket
and the watchman never coming at all;
so when my
exhausted 1
hyians and

sang—<college songs and
gems from comic operas,
and all in a :reeching voice, beating
time on the bie with my heels,

F_ar o'clock struck.

“Now,” thought I, taking fresh cour-
age, “he must certainly come.”

I looked anxiously toward the grat-
ing above the door for the first faint
streaks of dawn, but there were no

¥

nt streaks of

f any kind—only black-
ness everywhere:

no creak of slevator,

no approaching footstep I grew weak
and chilly and desperately sick' at
heart.

As it neared § o'clock the rats re-
treated decoreusly behind the furniture
and fell to napping after their night-
time gambols. Sleep seemed far from
me, however, with m nerves racked
to pieces as they were, but seizing a
bundle of pillows I sank into the nest
which T made on the table top and soon

lifted into a state of waking
which was next door neighbor

my fate to die here,” said I,
I head so as to relieve its
», “then 1 am powerless to avert
at fate,

for ause, but my life will be a eruel |
gacrifice -and oh, the injustice of it!"” |
EventCally 1 must have fallen asieepn,

because when I returned to full con-
sciousness my friend the clock was
chiming the hour of 8. Had I really
lw n asleep for four hours? It seemed
I My cell was no lighter, but

not lie. There were other

faint and musical. As my

v wide= awake I noticed that
T eculd now distinguish the objects in
the room, although it was still exces-
sively dark, [ could des s the grat-
in above the door and straightaway
divined the darkness in the corridor to

he due to tae closing of the outside
window shntters, which thuf excluded
the purer air as well as every vestige
of the sunlight.

! hungry I was, how ravenously

ry! And how dry was my throat!
W h |( pains racked my poor body inside
and sut, for I was stiff with lying, and
my stomach erled aloud for sustenance.

“This is the way starvation feeis at |

the beginning.” said I, talking aloud
for company’'s sake. “It will grow
voorse every moment until kind death
sets me free. 1 shall die here like a
cared maniae, for I shall inevitably go
mad. How I wonder? I foresee

the prisoner of
vas it Chiffion7),

ome place

1t al
~hall pace

this narrow room and finally fall a

ey (heaven pity me!) to those awful,
ly rats.”

of cour they would grow !

1d more

C rapacious as time
went on and in the end attack me. I
could almost feel their sharp teeth lac-
erating my tender flesh and see my-
seif falling a

m: victim to their uiti-
tie

mate animal ne -

Then in ove > ing fear and des-
peration 1 yelled as T had never yelled
bhefore, albeit hoarsely, but the walls

1 back to me in mufiled

nobody came. T battered

h |mkers and rang a dis-
lmm r bell until it seemed as
hole neighborhood must cer<
w arovsed. What hod looked at
‘ike almost a pra ‘a! joke had

become a terrible, crushing cer-
tum\ I was abandoned, left to my
fate. and that fate starvation and
death by ln“l\no.

When*T thought of Lord Lovei's
bride in the old n.\k chest and how her
body ad been found long vard
cérumbling to dust in bridal robes, I
wondered how long it would hu before

found me alsgo in my tomb

they

or unless the meople
stored here should hanpen to come
» Tor something,” =aid I, “there's u»
e of my being found any time soon,

who knows—they may be in Eu-!
» or Japan. Could any situation be
utterly hopeless? But T will be |
found: ' must be. Tl not die like a
starved rat in this hole,” was my pas-
sionate declaration
Like a mocking mirs arose before
me the picture of te dal

Would those aleitrs: 11\9 brides-
who had rebelled against m
own ded » in their rage for yel-
* shed crocodile tears at my funeral

found, T wondercl., or only be !

E: Lbecause defr: of their
i : souvenfdrs, I had not
hn ught What a travesty now
seemed my wedding cards, spread
broadeast over the 1 ted States! And
those others prematurely enrraved
with “Mrs. Morris de Quincey I oli!™
How absurdiy grotesque appear ! to
fne now that battlemented British we 3-
ding cake with its American ring and
thimble and coin! And that cottage in
Jersey (my castle in Spain, since 1T was

de ned never to occupy it)—was ever
a daydream more elusive or fanciful?
What an wutter farce was the whoie
thing when I, the bride. was slowly
'I\w: in the top loft of a storage

use and my elected bridogroom

pleasure where he listed!
too, how unromantic to be starv-
to death in the miast of old furni-
ture, spittoons, shovels, cradles, blow-
ers and bathtubs! Against the whole
pose of it did my s=oul rebel. If it
had to be done at all. why could I not
have been smothersd in a roof con-
gervatory, overcome by the scent of
finwers?

[ now resolved definitely that sooner
than die thus ignomiricuciy by
starvation 7 would hang myself to
the grating by my Liberty scarf (Oh,

the cruel irony of that!), and thus
swiftly end my misery, or pound out
mv brains against the stony floor in

the passionate recklessness of suicide.

Agitated by this tragical thought, [
stared down at the 9oor, and, lo! in
the shadowy light T saw something

black and shining crawling swiftiy to-
ward the crack below the door, which
cefined a faintly broader ray. It was,
of course, only a cockroach, but its
movrments excited my sharpest in-
terest.

“If insectas can live on here indefi-
nitely,” T argued with sadden inspira-
tion. “why can’t 17" But my words
mocked me in the silence, and the dull
cramp inside »f me contradicted this
possibility. T.e glossy insect disap-
peared beneath the door into the \\ ide
liberty beyond,

“What, free!” shrieked I.In a Wllfl
abandenment of rage, clawing at the
door with futile fingernails and burst-
ing into a paroxysm of tears.

It was now 10 o'clock, and so far as
oy knowledge wenc nobody had vis-
fited that tnp floor since the previous
evening at 6 My only remaining
chance was that at 12, when the watch
changed zgain. a new and more con-
secientious man niight possibly come
within earshet of my clamors for exit.
But this, too, seemad visionary.

In the meantime I would try to make
a hole irn the wall or door sor possibly
remove the grating. Pushiog a chif-
fonier within reach of this aperture, 1
climbed upon it and shook the iron
bars witk all my intensified strength.
Ahe, it was immovable! No jail win-
dar had ever been more securely im-
beace) in a wxll. . Besides in any case
the space would have been entirely ton
m!-ruw to hmc admitted of the safe

uv;xlrdu,t:ouh'meo the

Mutlﬂll beyond. tock t precau-

#ion, however, | my. stnngth
> L

He never borrowed trouble under

tears and prayers were |

The Chrisuan martyrs died |

whose things | !

slow |

should forsake me
handke

rchief in ths grating
thus attract the attention of any stray
passer-by. Onee more | shrieked with
the loudest voice 1 could command,
still fortifying myself with the hope
that' some faint echo must reach the
flonrs below, but the sound was only
i swamped in the abundant upholstery
which surrounded me. In despair I

{ then applied my fierce temper in ae-
| tive attacks upon the walls. With
| ghovel and with poker 1 pounded,

picked, duz, beat, until my poor hands
were bleeding, but at the end of a haif
hour I had only succeeded in making
a s ‘ght defacement.

“What idiocy to build storage houses
so stronz at the risk of walling up a
hum n life!” I railed. “But hark!
How all the bells in the city are ring-
ing! Why, the air is full of bells.”

Some of them were clanging faint
and wmusical, other joud and nearer.
My morbid attention was diverted for
a moment from myself, so acute, so
magical was the impression of those
belis.

it is Sunday
surging thought.
ple are going to
brougham
avenue,”
train of
tion.

L\ing there listening to those bells
anished illusions and lost am-
me trooping back to me.
distinctly did 1 hear father's so-

morning,” c¢ame the
“All the good peo-
church. Mamma's
is just now roliing up the
and this suggested another
thoughts and another inspira-

uulto
norous voice in the Doxology and pic-
ture Amelia's pretty figure slipping up

the aisle, late, as wusual. Then
dreamed w}stfulxy of the Sunday din-
ner at the hotel, for, truthfully, this
animal longing transcended all others.
In & moment I was in a fitfu! dose and
really dreaming, for now I was there
at that splendid feast and being served
to the dainties provided by swift-foot-
ed waiters. My hungry moutah was
open to receive a bite when suddenly
(Oh, horrors!) the viands were
changed to vile, writhing snakes and
loathsome lizards and toads before my
eoyves, ard a terrible sickness possessed
me. Thus did sleep ‘ntensify the agony
of my position.

The chimes wers still ringing when
I awoke. and by a sirange paradox one
was pealing out Cardinai Newman's
hymn so tenderiy that my inmost soul
| was moved—but, oh, the hitter irony of

its words to me in that place!

“Lead, kindly light, amid the encir-
cling gloom,
Lead thou me on!#
rang out the tuneful bells,

What power kept impelling me to
redeat these words over and over
a’ :in when I was enveloped in dark-
Dess and never again expected to see
the sun or moon or glory of the stars?
The hour of 12, which 1 awaited with
mad and feverish expectancy, was for

me the last flicker of ho

t.«mo at noon— BB e
“Sunday is a day of rest.’ was my

startled. frantic thought. "\'Obod;’

works on Sunday. But may 3
obliged to in a }w’(mdgor:almnt::g‘gre
So, hoping and despairing by turns,
the slow hours passed into tediuu';
minutes, which 1 counted by seconds
while the bells kept up their jubilant

Jangle, and all of th
e Baimd e world was wast-

. upon the churches, the
| Poor, the rich, the prisoners. Ah, the
3 >
| prisoners! Why not somebody wast-
! m,f)vhn scent of violets upon me?
s again T lapsed into ma

| « udlin
{ ;“Ir pity. Would Morris gear a black
| Bd on his sleeve, I wonde red? And
| Papa, would he nmur'n much ever my
| untimely taking off? !

Vhat would the

newspapers say about me

| = 11'111'11 *'" "dll‘*”";l manner in whigh T
§ e be served u
.]mhli:' gave R 1o the gloating

me a sudden revulsion.
“Hanging is most

mrnl of my deliverance,
weuld. Trembling and in cold
-Hpualwn, I sirained my ear
| BTating to catch the least appr
und, put nebody camae. Wa
-mln thur nobody would come?
“Oh. 1 don’t want to die when I have

{ imbecoming work,"”
| Was my instantaneous decision. “No
IP!P( trotype of me as w hen fowgad,

wid, ¥ith
i:nnuth gaping open and eveballs pro-

ruding, shall ever be

lprevq ’ be given to the
] “Ah, there at last wa 12«

h, 3 ast was yeloek
.ﬂrlkm: And now must come the mo-
|
{

per-
at the
aching
if pos-

d, and to be forced to give it all up
ainst

everything to live for,” 1 eried in the
extremity of my seif-pity. *1 don't
want (o die and be poked in a hole in
!\‘h' ground and forgotten. T love life.
:1“\  So precious when one is well be-
i lo

| &

one’s will is hard, hard, in-

So to the refrain ol “I don’t want to
die” 1 moaned and wept and clenched
imy hands over the sheer pity of it,
agically tearing my hair until the

1
| hairpins rattled over the pavement like
|
|

| suc h a hideous iright after hanging—
bu: cne

l
|

if come it ev er |

i that recent events have brought,

—

entirely to knot my !eyes were distractingly blinded by the
a~d  light.

““Re jiminy!” cried the voice, jumping
away from me.

A dread that the owner of it would
Jeave me alone there again nerved me
anew, and ring blindly toward
the light 1 stumbled and fell at his
feet in the doorway, stammering

a:

“Quick—take me out!"™

The man with the evil eye bent over
me and scanned me curiously, as
though I might be a remarkable pre-
historic “find.”

“Why, ma’am, ‘taint you, possible!
Say, ye ain't ben locked in there sence
vesterday, is ye?"”

“The day before that,”
atrongth to exalain.

Lord, ma'am! The day before
yesterda he cried, aghast.

“Water!” gasped I, in a partial faint-
ing spell.

“Thirsty? Well, no wonder, ma'am.
I'l carry ye downstairs, ma’am, and
telephone fur a doctor: fur, sure, ye
need wan."”

Then, fishing up with a dextrous long
arm from the floor an object made of
greenish lizard skin, he offered it, say-
ing, “Ain’t that yer'n, ma'am?”

My long lost pocketbook! Then he
had not robbed me, after all.

To a starveling a feast is ever more
desirable that a gold mine, and my dol-
lars, which I now knew intuitively to
be intact, were not half so precious to
the imagination as doughnuts or any-
thing else to eat.

In less than a minute I was lying on
the office sofa, quaffing doses of water
at the hands of my judicious compan-
ion and devouring bits of rye bread.
What a  glorious midnight supper it
was! Tkere never could be another
just like it.

The old watchman then ‘began to
launch forth into elaborate apologies
about two attempts at burglary hand-
running which had kept him and Lis
colleagues below stairs guarding the
«idver vaults.

“Never mind. It's all right now. I
want to get home,” said L

“It's a rank shame, that’s what it is."

“Let me get home. Will you kindiy
telephone for a coupe?”’ 1 pleaded.

“l reckon I'm the man what locked
you in, but, see? ver feller didn't git
back here ontil after 6, and—"

“I know, I know: but it's all right
now. 1 really must get home. Don’t
you understand?” And pressing into
his wiliing fingers the contents of my
recovered pocketbook, I added: “Accept
this slight expression of my gratitude
for having saved my life, after having
nearly ended it.”

He overwhelmed me
Irish thanks.

“Don’t mention it,”” cried I, hysteric-
ally, waving both hands implorando.
“lI am your debtor for ever and ever.”

- - - - - - - -

“By the way, Bessie,” sald Morris
when next we met, “I don't think
Orange has agreed any too well with
you this time. You look exceedingly
pale and hoilow-eyed. Do you know
that you treated me very shabbily that
afternoon at the storage building? I
way awfully sorry about not seeing
you off on the train. When I got back
to One Hundred and Thirty-eighth
street the place was aill shut up. You
won’t believe, I dare say, that I went
all x)w way over to Jersey City after
you?”

Then I plucked un courage and told
kim all about my tragic cxperience.

“Never mind, little sweetheart,” said
he in a sudden barst of fondness. “For-
get that it ever happened. Only re-
member that you are mine, dearest, for
we are going to be married on the 25th,
according to all perfected plans, and
lh'it s the end of the story.”

I found

with voluble

“The beginning, you mean,” said I,
smiling through tears.
(Copyright, 1901, by W. R. Hearst.)
———————

' The Controversy Concerning Origin
of the Hymn.
(London Pall Mall Gazette,)

Mrs. Sarah Adams and John Henry
Newman--npt yet cardinal-—are names
once
fore.” The words which
to posterity as the last

more, to
will

the
go down

| words of President McKinley were the

| much controversy,

poetic utterance of the one, and the
hymna which has never ceased resound-
ing in Buffalo and at Washington was
of the latter’'s inditing. Mrs. Sarah
Adams, born Flower, contributed the
uvlglndl version of ** .\eklrr'r My God, to
Thee,” to W, T. Fox's “Hynins and An-
(hwms.“ in 1841. It achieved popmlaritv
almost at once,

Newman's “Lead. Kindly Light,” was
first published in the British Magazine
for March, 1834, It was reprinted, with
a different rubric, in the
tolica” in 1836, and, with its final title,
*“The Pillar of Cloud.,” in *“‘Occasional
Verses” in 1868, Probably no compeo-
sition of the kind ever gave rise to se
and, more or less,
impertinent speculation. Readers be-

| tween lines read into all sorts of doubts

hail My limit of human endurance
Was almost reached, and I knew that
15t spend another night with
| ting rats, growing, like my-
r and more ivage from
I,hu“-;rv either madness or idiocy must
result
; “My brain is becoming confused even
new,” 1 eried wildly. “But oh. how !
| hungry I am! T{ is only a question of
| how long 1 shall be able to endure. If
;] were sure that I shouldn’'t be
|

nates to make
After a
ter than hanging

,:m»’u self.

. Smothering is bet-
nd in the end it will

t be —the rope.
A reaction to this intense state of
feeling now set in, and I sudde nly be-

came very sleepy. But I could not hope

slumber. When I awakened 1 was un-
able to move and bereft of earthly hope

ﬂr ambition.

“Is this the end so soon?” was my
perplexcd query. “Ah, no: it is but
the beginning of the end!"

The place was tragically still, and

the terror of this intense silence upon
my overwrought nerves was indescrib-
able. I prayed that delirium might
come to numb my senses.
“Let me not know, let me not be
conscious any more.” was my cry.
Soon afterward the ciock struck 6
to mirk the close of that Sunday after-
noon. and, lying there listening, I even
| dared to hn)n‘ that the tardy one would
| come at this turn of the watch, so in-
; itlienable is the instinct of self-preser-
{ vatior:,
{ Delusior upon
| came, as before.
{
|
!
|

delusion! Nobody
Why did not the bells ring again in
the evening?. Had the whole world
drifted awvay into elouds? Was any-
thing real? Did anything actually ex-
ist beyond that cell? Why could not
human beings live altogether dissoct-
ated from the thraidom of surround-
ings? What ironical fate denied me
the right to follow out my destiny and
forced me to act in a dismal romedy
against my will or wish? Comedy!
Was it not the broadest of farce, since
I was guiltless of either motive or in-
tention? Thus I argued to ward off
the horeors, if perchance I might.

Sleep soothed me again by fits and
starts. Seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven,
twelve, did 1 bear struck, and every
stroke was like a final kneil,

“Will the end ever come?’
desolate moan.

The final act of dissolution meditatad
with se much purpose in the morning
seemed so difficuit to perform. 1 was
too weak to even attempt it.

What sound was that which broke
the stillness? Could it have been a
hand at the padiock, or perhaps even
the door swingiog back on its noiseless
wheels? Had the villain come to mur-
der me in eold blood after " having
robbed and started me? Courage; [
must bé brave!

l With what consummate art T feigned

!deach, yet how keenly I listened! A
dazzling lantern light was flung in the

was my

npﬂn doorway. .
l “Who be's ye, anyhow? asked a
voice behind the light.

Deliverance at last. Oh; blessed

rays!
i tried to answer with \mren, But
lonly made an lua.rlicﬂltte nn

Ifting my body
him a vln. i

| have let . it rage.

tn ~1m‘p for long with that hunger
twing me inside and that horrible
thirst gluing up my throat. Sleep
however, was forgetfulness of present
woe for a time at least, and, crawling |
into nest in a state of utter ex-
haustion, I soon fell into a profound

|

| have
a scarecrow of |

and fears,

from which they were
pleased to

assume the author must
been suffering when he wrote it.
They saw in it the torment of a tossed
soul, yearnings toward the old religion
—all sorts of hidden meanings.

The ceontroversy fairiy raged, and
Newman, with other and more import-
ant matters to attend to,” seems to
Put at last the dis-

 putants insisted upon knowing what
{ the poet meant from himself, and so

constituted the hard and inconvenient
situation for a bard which Byron had
something to say about years before.
And in the end they “drew"” Newmap
He wrote, from the Oratory, in 1879, to
Dr. Greenhill, and the letter reads
pretty much like the sort of letter By-
ron would have written if he had been
holding Newman's pen, As it

| Newman who wrote, he did not quote

Byron. He preferred to instance Keble.
“Keble, I think it was, who said that
poeis were not bound to give a sense

to what they had written, Though I
am not a poet like Keble, T am not
bound either to remember my own

meaning, whatever it was. at the end
of fifty years. It would be quite tyran-
ny if one were obliged to be ready for
examination on the transient states of
minds which come upon one when one
is homesick, or seasick, or, in other
ways, sensitive or excited.”

I wonder what the controversialists
hnurrht of that letter? Greenhill must
ave appreciated it. The “seasick™ is
cmi(e Byronic,

SENATOR’S FIRST KISS.

Describes Its Ecstacy in the Moon-
light on the Hudson.
(Omaha News.)

New York, Oct. 5.—Only last summer
Senator Depew thus ardently described
the delights of his very first kiss:

“Why, world’s couldn’'t buy the memory
of my first kiss, there on the river st
Peekskill, In the moonlight. I remember
it yet with an exquisite thrill. I can feel
the brush of her curls against my cheek,
feel the thrill of her touch, see her blush
and her roguish eyes before me now.
Pity, pity the poor creature who has
never e yved an experience llke that.

‘When I was a boy in my ‘teens 1 was
a great oarsman, and | was often on the
Hudson in my boat. That night my little
bright-eyed sweetheart was with me.
The moon was smining. Have you over
seen the bls round moon shining on the
Hudson at Peekskill on a June night? 1¢
¥you have you know what it is for a boy
to be out alone with his sweetheart in
that moonlight.
remember how I pulled out into the
silvery stream, her mischievous eyes
upcn me. A king on his throne m
never happier. and he never had
right to be. A young fellow with a pre
sweetheart who likes him a little bi sbs
loves to be in the moonlight with hhu
the most blessed of mankind

“Well, we talked. After a while we lot
the boat drift, I rather think.

getty eyes drew me nearer to her.
Mn) her logse curls u:.ouche% my tch
we were sayving tender ngs.
Hx l tnuched her ha

nd.
ed
u—the 3 lt lln the touch um

could no more help it t.han
uop a storm, and the girl couldn’ L”

“Lyra Apoa- |

was |

pehiu. For sale by Godbe-Pitts Drug

Pierpont m’a xcnbraudt Group
~on View in the Lenox Library.
(New York Journal.)

J. Pierpont Morgan's coilection of 158
etchings by Rembrandt is exhibited in
the Lenox library. Their condition is
in many cases amazing. The portrait
of Jan Six, for instance, that Seymour
Haden has described as ‘“one of the
finest impressions,” is doubtless with-

out an equivalent.

Seyvmour Haden is timid. The figure
of the burgomaster reading at the win-
dow, his long hair and thin face in the

where lines as acute.
The *“Three Trees” have an atmos-
phere, a transparency of foliage, a del-

easily in the other exampies of the work
that museums have.

The “Blind Fiddler” .is in the first
state, before the plate was retouched;
the “Hog" is in the first state; the
“Onion Woman.” wrinkled and colored
by age with reflections of her basket's
contents, is a startling rarity; the
“Christ Healing the Sick,” which is the
hundred guilder print of collectors, is
dazzling with light.

® @

enough, if he counted on wealth only,
to collect them. He had to be a tact-
ful art lover and to have a great deal
of luck.

Rembrandt’s etchings do not let them-
seives be gathered by force of money
alone. « Wilhelm F. Bode, director of
Kaiser Wilhelm’s museums, has all the
money that he needs for Rembrandt's
etchings, but not all the etchings by
Rembrandt that he needs.

Mzny are in this collection formed
by ¢ Pierpont Morgan. The exhibition
is invaluable, because it is an exhibi-
tion of beautiful works of art. This is
sufficient to captivate the interest of
artists, but the librarian with his point
of view of a librarian has other rea-
sons to say that the exhibition is in-
valuable.

It is amusing. There are images of
men and women of another age, profes-
sors, merchants, housewives, great la-
dies, beggars, thieves. There are de-
lightful landscapes.

There are ancient costumes. It is in-
struotive. The artist reflects in his
work not his mind only, but the mind
of his epoch. The divine history of
Christianity he tells as it impressed (he
old, old Netherland.

It is a technical lesson. The im-
pression of the “St. Francis Praying”
is the finest in existence. Here one

sees a masterpiece in its most effective
aspect. How Rembrandt's needle
traced hatches and cross hatches and
hiw he expected them to appear on pa-
per, one may divine is this example of
“St. Francis Praying.”

The collection gives a lesson in philos-
ophy. The portraits that have names
are of artists, writers, men of learning.
They are portraits of Rembrandt him-
self, of Copperol, of Six, of other per-
sons who were not of much consequence
when they were alive, becaase they
were not people of weaith.

Rembrandt etched them because they
were interesting to him as an artist,
because their features would make fine
images or because they were unknown
and unappreciated great persons,
took pains to tell who they were
cause they were unknown.

The etched portraits of wealthy per-
sons who had no other reasons to be
etched than that they were wealthy,
and could pay for their etched portraits
and were famous as men of wealth, are

be-

nameless. He did not have to tell their
names.
Well, nobody knows now who they

were. They are catalogued as a “Man
with a Mazetin Cap,” a “Man with a
Divided Fur Cap,” a ‘Man with Short
Beard and Embroidered Coat,” a “Man
with a Long White Beard and Fur
Cap.”

One of Mr. Morgan’s friends said to
him one day: *“If I were you, haviaz
SO0 many great portraits by Rembrands,
I would take great pains to spend much
money to diséover who the unknown
personages among them were.” -«

Mr. Morgan replied: ““What is the use
of discovering who they were? They
were only men of wealth.”

They were only subjects of
brandt’s art as an etcher.

The exhibitions at the Lenox library
are of the greatest importance. Thsa
New York free public library will have
a catalogue of prints. New York's

Rem-

ble to learn how their ancestors pic-
tured the heroes of legends, the great
men of history and those that achizv«~d
| their mission in this world without
celebrity.

I New York's-grandchildren
only to go to the public
| room.

S NI i et pme
BALMORAL'S FADED GLORIES.

will hay
library's print

The Mansion is Old-fashioned and
Very Peculiarly Furnished.
(New York Commercial.)

Rumors are rife (writes our Glasgow
correspondent) as to King Edward's ar-
rangements with regard to
campaign. It ts practically certain that
he will pay a visit to the Duke and Duch-
ess of Fife at Mar Lodge, but whether
he will this year reside at Balmoral is at
present in the lap of the future.

King Edward is known to have excel-
lent taste in the matter of furniture and
house decoration: and the plain nmng\
restricted accommodations and, 3
almost say, uncouth -dmplk'h\ of
moral are little likely to meet his wants
or wishes. Strangers, seeing for the
first time the Scottish home of the late
queen, are astonished at its primitive ar-
rangements and frugal furniture. The
castle is built of gray stone, and in the
turreted style of Scotch architecture.
Miles of mountain glen and river divide it
from modern life and the outside world.
There is no semblance of a town nearer
than Ballater, eight miles "L the valley,
and Braemar—that now fashionable vil-
lage—is sixteen miles distant from Bal-
moral. The house,
abode, is small and most
! The guest chambers are fitted and fur-
nished in the simplest fashion—indeed, to
| many of the bedrooms no dressing room
is attached. The cabinet minister in at-
tendance on the late queen could scarcely
bring a secretary with him and was
obliged to transact business in his sleep-
in room

Balmoral tartan. a sombre
foarsoml» mixture of crimson and
pervades the whole establishment.
tains. carpets, cushions, coverings of
furniture, even drapery for the walls—
everywhere and on everyvthing—appears
this most melancholy material. The de-

and
gray,

cient date,®# but owed its being to the
decorative genius of the prince consort
himself. And the rooms are embellished
by a number of engravings from Land-
seer's pictures, framed in maple-wood
frames, in a shape and size of surprising
regularity. These works of art not only
adorn the castle, but reappear in a sum-
mer house in the grounds. Many improve-
menis will no doubt be effected at Bal-
moral before it becomes the fitting home
tﬂ the present genial and qpl(~ndor—lm ing
ng

The Castaways. -
(Chicago Record-Herald.)
(A Corinthian Legend.)
A womanish man and a2 mannish woman
* Left a sinking ship, one day,
And rode on a raft to the barren rocks
Of an island, far away—
To a South Sea isle where living things
Had never set foot before,
And the womanish man and the mannish

woman
Clasped hands upon the shore.
Oh the womanish man and the mannish
w

Lived there a long, long while,

But they died at Iast uo people must,
Far off on that Scuth Sega isle;

.And in after years explorers found

' Thelittle old island where <

| The couple had lived aiml dle;(i andhln'

ere were troops of monkeys there,

e —S8. E. XISER.

A Cup of Lane’s Tea at Night
Moves the bowels next day, and its
continued use will cure habitual con-
stipation, slck headache and indizes-
tion. It will do you more good, and
cost you less money than any other

on murth. Your drnggi:: will
nkmd you purchase priee you
not satisfled. Price, 26¢c and S0c a

sun, his legs in the dark, has not else-

jcacy of tints that may not be found,

&
J. Pierpont Morgan is not wealthy |

He |

grandchildren will not have much trou- |

his Scotch |

considered as a regal !
inconvenient. |

sign is not that of a true tartan of an- | &

THE HARRIS 4

FURNITURE and CARPET HOUSE| |

234 and 236 State Stireet. ‘

A Climax of Commercialism.

Our Fall Exhibition marks an epoch in retailing! It has proved a veritable Trade
Triumph---a striking demonstration of the power of good values as the motive
force of merchandising. Our assortment includes the Finest Specimens of modern
manufacture. Every style endorsed by fashion and approved by good taste is

‘ represented _in‘ our stock---just what you want in Furniture, aad at the price you
' wish to pay.

OUR TERMS ARE MOST LIBERAL. Inspection Invited. o

Over 109 Stylesoi Combination Book- ; = ‘l :
cases and Desks, rang: 510.60 up s : ;
3 ing in price from
| 25 Styles of Ladies Desks, 38.00 up
| ranging in price from
i China Close $1E.00 to SEA.00
Chiffoniers, in difforent SS.OG up
woods, from
Sideboards and Buiiets, 516.00 up  Chairs, from - = = 50c up
from ;
Dressers, assorted woods, 58.75 up  Extension Tables, 55.50 p
from from
frou and Brass Beds, 32.85 tp  Center Tables and Stands, 85c up
from from
s
Special for This Week---In Carpet Department.
509 yards Ingrain Carpet, regnlar pnoe 40:. 25c 500 yards Velvet Carpet with Borders fo match. 87lc
This week - - A good carpet for $1.25. This week . 2
400 yards of Tapestry Brussels, good valne at ooc 50 Velvet Bugs, excellent vahxe at S 51.85 .
%c. This week - Thisweek - - -, -
A large assortment of Carpets and Rugs to select from at Reduced Prices. The
finest patterns imaginable. Complete stock of Blankets, Comforters, Pillows and
Feathers at Reduced Prices. '
In our Stove, Tinware, Crockery and Woodenware depariments we carry the
|@ most celebrated makes, and the Prices are Right.
Our-assortment for General House Furnishing is the Largest, and our Low Prices )
are unequalied.
- CASH OR CREDIT.
Write for Catalogue and we will mail it Free. -
: Contract Awarded to
§
S
;. Utah Stove & Hard-
5 ware Co. ’
4 We have secured 580 of the very best
make of The Born Steel range-—like cut. Every
one guaranteed, made of malleabie iron, balance 3
é oven door, patent removable ovem bottom, drop
, and swing feed door, deub'- steel asbestos imter-
)
§  lined body, reversible coal or wood grates, cast |
( back flue, adjustable flue side, paicnt rofary 3
¢ closet door, famcy mickel trimmings---which we
| ¢ will offer for 30 days at only $45.00. ’
|l eoeoooeoeososoeoso0oee SPCCP000IP00S00S TELSOII0S000ee b

$40

$10.00 Cash
Balance
$5.00 Per
Month.

&9
N
G i

® $10.00 Cash,

Balance
$5.090 Per
Month.
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{ UtahStove&HardwareCo

34-36 East First South. P. W. MADSEN, Manager.

Dr.J.B.KEYSOR, £ M. FRIEDMAN & CO.

DENTAL | 145 Main Street, Progress Building,
PARLORS, |

240 S. MAIN ST.
VERUS P'LE cURE. Next dov,:- \northbor

Walker House.

$50 REWARD

For the first case of piles of any klnd
that cannot be cured by

Complete Stock of
| MEN'S, CLOTHING AND HATS ;
Good Setof | FURNISHING GOODS,

Teeth for  BOYS' and CHILDREN’S SUITS P
' '
VERUS- IT GURES- l $8 00 | W‘ mrx' only the most satng&emry. vell

up to date and lasting good =
Amxlgam or Silver Fiiling = — -

Gold fillings....

Teeth cleaned..
'“.»zmu gold crowns.
dge work, per tooth...

Hundreds of prolonged, Mte!ul Drag-
ging cases have succumbed to the Mag-
ical effects of

g 104 uuu.puble lda
State if patented.

No “ifs.” One application reueves.
When the box is gone so are the pi
Cost §2, but worth it.

LOCAL AND MATL ORDER AGENTS:

n

THE PATENT RECORD.
ore, Hd.

.%ommn DRUG CO. [




